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ALLY’S BANK HOLIDAY AT RAMSGATE. 
_ “There can no longer be any doubt upon the subject. Either poor Papa's once colossal intellect has completely given way, or he is firmly determined to continue 
his disgraceful pout. Bs Ascii, his illustrious name with ridicule and shame. His scandalous conduct at Ramsgate on Bank Holiday very nearly led to his arrest for 
y 


obtaining mone pretences. How many ninepences he managed to extract from the ia gies before things got too warm for him I don't know, but in the end the 
infuriated mob sacked the studio, and Dad and Alec barely escaped with their lives. As it was, however, they both obtained a sca-water bath absolutely gratis.” —Toorsts. 


A MALE TRIPPER IN DISTRESS. A CURLY-HEADED BARBER. 


—— 


In 1826 there lived in Paris a mising young man, & 
barber's assistant, called Louis Adolphe Sureau. ‘Adolphe 
was acknowledged to be a juli garcon, His manners are 
described as distinguée; his pocket was well-filled; his 
beautiful black hair, which was rather long, was always 
most carefully curled and pomatumed ; he danced well ; he 
sang and he played a little on the fiddle. He loved 
a Henriette, and she rather liked him. 
We : Henriette was a grixette. What used to be called a 
Va ad Fy . - - f grisette was a work girl who did not work much. The 
8 A evening they first met he took her to the Gaieté to see two 
melodramas just then the rage; and afterwards they supped, 
and next day she brought her little belongings to his apart- 
ments, and they swore to love one another for ever and 
ever—Amen, 

But Henriette’s idea of “ever and ever” differed from 
thoxe of aoryol iin She thought six months quite long 
enough, and told him so. Adolphe tore his curly hair. He 
reproached her bitterly. She had, then, some other lover? 
Terrible scenes occurred between the young people, She 
got sick of it, and one night went out to return no more, 
She was, indeed, elsewhere swearing eternal constancy. 


(1) He was a shy and retiring young man. (2) Shame gave him instinct. He turnec (3) He then yelled for help. Now, it so Poor, unhappy, distranght, curly-headed barber! He 
and naturally he was going to’ get cf the and otek he had never been able to do sory happened that the only swimmer out that searched for her everywhere. He worried all her friends 
wrong machine, when he was scornfully a thing before, swam with all his might aud = morning was the aforesaid loveliness, and until they got nearly as sick of him as she was, He wrote 
confronted with loveliness. main out to sea and boarded a buoy. when she rescued him he was se embarrassed ! long letters, which he gave her friends to give to her. “I 
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cannot live without you,” he said. “Jf you do not return, all that 
is left to me to do is to destroy myself.” But she took no notice. 

One day he called on a friend, a locksmith, to beg that he would 
firmly fix into a wooden handle a portion of a Legge foil, which 
he had sharpened at the point. His friend did so, red ng, “1 hope 
you're not, anyhow, going to do anything foolish with this.” 
“What an idea,” cried Adolphe. “I waut it to pierce holes with 
iu my wig-blocks.” 

Next day he obtained a half-holday, and with two friends went 
out fur a long walk. At length, on their return in the Rue de la 
Bocherie, he suddenly caught sight of the False One. 

“There she is!” he cried; “1 must speak to her.” His friends, 
expecting an interminable interview, discreetly withdrew. 
Adolphe, meanwiile, drew near to Henriette. A_ passer-by 
heard her say,” Leave me alone; I don't know you!” Adol 
raised his arm, struck again and again, The girl fell, and her lover 
fled somewhat ignominiously. The girl. who had been stabbed in 
eight places, was carried to the nearest hospital, but wus 
before she reached it. 

When — got to his master's shop, his manner was 80 
oc that his master thought he had been drinking, and told 
him he had better go to bed. Before doing so, however, the 
barber's assistant wrote this: “I loved Henriette. She was the 
only woman who ever turned my head. I cherished her. She 
deserted me. I assassinated her near Notre-Dame at a quarter to 
eight. I do not think I missed my aim. She left me, and thus 
drought misery on both of us. I die content, having slain her. 
Farewell! Time if I am to escape arrest and save the 
honour of my family.— ADOLPHE SUREAU. 

“1 have killed my Henriette. I aleo ought to die. Young men, 
never attach your-elf to any woman.” 

After having written thts nonsense, he crept downstairs and 
out of the house, bought some charcoal. brought it back in his 
pocket handkerchief, crept back again to bed, lit the charcoal, and 
went to sleep. Poor Adolphe! he was a dreadful messer. The 
quantity he had bought was not enough. I¢ had only given him a 
bad headache. He went and bought some more, lit it, and returned 
to bed. But this, too, was a failure, for he had scarcely lost con- 
eciousness when the police arrived, restored him, and led him off. 

He was condemned to penal servitude for life, and his hair was 
cut too short for curling. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


Some True STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HORRIBLE 
OcCURRENCES ON BOARD THE “GIDDY GEEZER.” 


No. 4.—The Statement of Rosie PorKixs, Principal Boy, 
Burlesque Co, 

“T was a foolich girl ever to hnve left my Happy Home and m 
Fond Mother to.come on beard this Doomed Ship, for DoomED 
feel certain it will be. I have no experience of Ghosts, nor has 
Flossie Coughdrop, who shares my cabin, but we never knew before 
that they were thieves. But if not why have they been stolen? We 
bolt the door every night and yet we find, in the morning, the door 
unbolted and them gone. Those of Flossie’s were vavy blue and 
mine maroon, and the ghost took one of each, rendering what he 
left quite useless. I call ita great shame. 

“(Signed) Rosie PorpKins. 

“P.S8.—T find I have omitted to mention that it was stockings 1 
was alluding to.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
°° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to he returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Many thanks, A COUNTRY VICAR, For your very kindly note, 
That ia nothing, TOBCIX ; SLOPER always plays the giddy goat. 
Send them in all means, GARRICK. - Dozena ev'ry week, 8. A, 
You have to srait av long that It's impossible to say. 
Useless to ws, F. E. SNELLER. Thanke for cuttings, JUDGE OF 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ON FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 640.—The “ Falmouth Bathing” Costume. 


(Saturday, August 1, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


oe 
Orerheard in Strand. 
nstable E 07,230 (to Driver of Fire Engine). XN. i 
Poll up. there 1 You mustn't go th the ofreste thes pec 
Dricer of Fire Engine. But we're going to a “call.” ; 
Constable, I can't help that. You ain't a bicycle, and a0 0, 
must travel at proper speed. oe 


Mre. Pw on, He's head over ears in love with that chi, 
Lucy ; he simply goes mad every time he sees her. 
'r. Punnington, H'm! 1 should have called those his Luc," 
moments, now. “,° ; 


Cecil (admiringly). How beautiful your hair looks after ,, 
bath. darling. icant — oon [ape plea todry it soca 
Poor deli chappie "do nown that the flori,, 
t " eae she wore streaming fois her alabaster mee 
when in the water, were, at this moment, safely roile4 
away with the bathing wees? 


A beast, w 

“That's true,” said Snook. “I’m sure that stag, 

Horse, 0: dies Uh 

No angry ‘ * do homeward drag 

While the dawn is in the East!” 
ss 


s 
Average Fushand eal ged home with @ bass bag). I've brouzht 
‘ou home a little presen’ : 
7’ Ordine Wife (without looking at it). Thank you, dear, When 
would you like it cooked? *° 


Young Sharpshins. When does a boy become his own master, 
Old Sharpshins, At twenty-one, my dear—if single. 


s 
Smiffers. | met Wygles the other day ; he seems quite oofy again, 
I SaIere A he’s z le a very capital 2 s : Sf se 

Sniffers. Yes ; a capital of about thirty thousand, I think it was, 
Lucky beggar! *,° 


Lovajoke, What « shocking business it is that young Flighter's 

a in. 

w Randalgred: Eh?—what? Ah! I always thought there was 

something discreditable about him. What tz his business? 
Locajoke. Electric battery manufacturer, 


ed 


AWKWARD. 


. , Intending Parcaasrr of Property (after sie houra ineessant 
oll hal about a dollar, LAWRENCE, You can get some talking). And now, sir, after irae Placed the advantages of a 


sale before you, may I ask what you will take? . 
Unwilling Vendor. Thanks; 1 think I'll have five shillings- 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” worth of brandy and water, 


—_— 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 meonthe, te. 8d.; 6 months, 3e. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
Jn Stamps or P.0.0.'¢ payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards sill be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kinsques and Booksellers’, and at our Agents, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Wl he paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted ), who shall hope, to meet 
with hia or her death ina Lailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part go. the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Houipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'cluck, and the 
Jneurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, . 


ed 


FORESTALLED. 


Mrs. Brown (who, up to this moment, has been shamming sleep). 
Oh! bless th’ man! what d'yer expect to find in my ‘usband’s 
pockete? D'yer think Z‘av'n't been there? 


MORE SPANKS WANTED. 
Bertha. Fancy, the cheeky thing wanted to kiss me and make it 


up — ! 
Alice (secetly). Make what up again. dear ?—your face? 


FANCIES HIMSELF. 


e os ne coals 
» would re! 
another bath bun, lf.” ean: 


Aue i 


Tallboy. \'m afraid that idea of a Scotch costume is a bit ofa 
drawback in Paris. 

Shortboy, Why? 1 think it’s all right anywhere. ; 

Tallboy. Well, outside you are taken for my eccentric wife ; .! 
when I book you at the hotel as Mr, Shortboy, they will persist iu 
putting us down for a room each. 


hee 


THE LITTLE GENIUS. 


HE was not the Little Genive from the Avenue Theatre. [le 
was his mother's Little Genius. Nobody else thought him clever or 
ingenious. They said he was a ous kid, and that was all 
they did say in his mother's ng. Outside they said a lot wore. 
But we cannot print any of it. 

He cut his teeth—the full set—in less time than it takes mst 
children to get a single molar through. He got over the meas!«s 
quicker than any other child that ever lived, and he had more 
measiex, too, He was a wonder. 

First of all his mother said he would be a Sims Reeves. He had 
an excellent voice, night-times, but father said there was not much 
money in it. It would be sure to break very soon, and if it did 
not, the kid would have to. j 

Then his mother fixed on him becoming a musician. He could 
get three consecutive notes out of one penny trumpet, and, if he 
coughed, he frequently found a fourth. Father put a stop to that 
by pulling his ear, and the infant prodigy at once ran up the 
chrowatic scale. Father ran upstairs. 7 

When the Little Genius was old enough, mother sent him to 
school. He never got there, as a rule. i the lamb had followed 
him, instead of trapesing after Mary, it would have had more fuo 
and a bit of grass in the fields, 

When he was a big boy, all head and feet, they sent him up (0 
London to be a solicitor or else a nm. Mother wanted to tram 
him for one of the learned professions, and she did not care which 
it was, 9 it ber hesea out — the little — = too open! 
crammers for a clergyman and not en for a lawyer, 60 the) 
tried to make him a journalist, But his antruths were too coarse 
for that branch of business, He lacked the ability to garnish 
— with a modicum of truth. So he went back to Upton-in-the- 

ale. 

When the prodigal returned, father called him s fat-headed calf, 
and did not want to kill anything but him. Mother knew he wa¢ 
still a genius, so she bought him a box of paints, eome brushes, and 
a comp-sodl. Then she stretched one of her canvas aprons acro:$ 
the lid of a soap-box and told him to go out and paint a picture. 

Instead, he painted the town red. There are only seven houses 
and a beershop in it, so it did not take long. Sixpence goes 8 lous 
way at Upton-in-the-Hole, 

reports from that salubrious and arcadian spot refer to the 
Little Genius as being eminently successful in a new sphere. He 
sits upon a rail with two bits of wood and frightens crows. 


Saturday, August 1, 1896.) 


TOOTSIE AT FALMOUTH. 


——— 


Is summer beg) the good guide-book tells 
ith ti 
ia literally i 7 ps 


Falmouth harbour 
craft, the 
Channel, and the scene at night 


a 
tt place f 
Fishice, ua 


those who revel 
in the joys of 


conger eel 
have only aot 
to catch, 
and ent it. Prob. 


cult to an ex- 
erimentalist, 

‘oor Billy he- 
lieves in the 
conger, and 
fishes for the 
same from the 
side of Bob's 
yacht with 
praiseworthy as- 
siduity until he 
falls asleep, 
when unseemly tp are played upon him. To see him struggling 
to land a boot full of stones was rare sport. 

Shrimping may also be ind in at Falmouth by the bold and 
adventurous, and when freshly boiled the shrimp is an institution 
not to be des Of late years a class of persons have been 
given birth to who look down upon the shrimp as ungenteel. He 
is not in favour at five o'clock and only sort of snenks to the 


dinner table in a sauce-boat when is not procurable. 
Greenwich with its Teapot Row ht discredit on him, w! 
excursionist, 


coupled with tea, he has long fed the 
1 have there once was a public-house at Hungerford 
Market on the roof of which seek: 


in the same 
humble rank as 
the cockle, the 
whelk, and the 
winkle. ‘Tis the 
ex-Viceroy of 
cae tae Wine 
among the . 
born who 
ronizes him 
when served up 
with leeks, gher- 
kins, and mush- 
rooms, 

The parish 
church at Fal- 
mouth was built 
by Charles II. 
Killigrew, and 
other pious per. 
sons. Jt was at 
PendennisCastle 
that the Royal- 
ists made their 
etand against 
Cromwell's 
troops, The 
country round 
nhout is very 
beautiful, and 
the means of 
getting to sec it 
are both easy and cheap. Bob has, accordingly, taken us for 


uumerous drives, 
Dook are stopping at an hotel, but Billy 


We girls and the 
and Bob cling to their beloved Licagts live mostly on those 
of which 


eon tinned abomi: pookisy is —_ a mares ape 
The crew (one man one er a lon le 
rejoined the Belle on condition that they are not soheukel 


to eat tinned mpoees bat axe te te on fresh food purchased 

Huai is iapensivia te shtaae nary tes taste erin bs taaiteere 
cl it impossible to o! an: er owin 

apread Lid inp crew, has had . knuckle under. This trip, with 


our hotel bill (we have not spared the champagne), will cost him 
& pretty penny. Serve him right for being stingy: : 
ee 
SLOPER'’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 23. 


POLONIUS ANTONIO SLOPER. 
Born, 1489. DIED FROM CHILBLAINS, 1560, 
From the painting by Sir Edwd, Burne-Jones.at the Savage Club, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd. - 


SLOPER'S PlLls 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
4 CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


107 Waterloo Road, S.E. 
July I6th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—I yerniy recommend 
Sloper’s Pills as a wonderful cure for headache 
and indigestion, Yours faithfuily, 
HENRY £, KAUFFMAN. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE GENT BY RETURN. - 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


a gal to those who wish to know ofa pan 
fe, certain, and speed: ly for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
ORSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 

GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
al Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 

t . 


es: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I n 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s, 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case. 

Sea) patticelars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 

Mrs, A, 8. ALLEN. 
145 STOCKWELI 
LONDON, 8. 


1 ROAD, 
Ww. 


foffatefofatofofelol-LoleeloleLolfelol 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalle4. The most 


effectual en carth, Mething can realst them. 
9§d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 308 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope, 


A ROMANCE OF BANK HOLIDAY. 

It was Bank Holi- 
day—Bank Holiday at 
Margate. Far, far from 
the sound of holiday, 
revelry, the din of the 
minstrels, the braying 
of the bands, the hoarse 
cry of the hokey-pokey 
man, a youth and 
maiden rat upon the 
beach alone. The at- 
tractions aforesaid had 
no charms for them— 
the beauties of solitude 
were what they sought; 
and here, beneath the 
frowning white cliffs, 
with the placid ocean 
i before them 

ike an azure mirror, 
they had got all their 
money's worth. 

Needless to say, they loved. For three whole months they had 
been all in all to each other—she his sweetest precious, he her 
ownest own. For four long weeks had Maudina Ethel looked 
cneny forward to the present outing ; for quite as long a period 
had Ernest Arthur forsworn his daily blow out at the A.B.C. in 
order to accumulate the funds for the day's excursion. 

The fair girl looks up lovingly into his face. 

“Tell me. dearest,” she pleads, “tell me that this sweet dream is 
to last. Tell me that you will always love me, that nothing shall 
come between our loving ‘arts.” 

“Hear me swear it,” he cries fiercely. “Hear me vow it upon 
the altar of our love. I would go to the world’s end for you, 
ing eros fire, through water, face the cannon’s mouth, 
th e spear of the Matabele, the—er—the deadliest that 
ever yet appalled the heart of man. Oh, that kind fortune would 
but place it in my power to prove my devotion. Then should you 
see of what stout metal is your lover's heart. How gladly would I 
welcome the advent of some great danger, that I might show—— 
Great Threadneedle Street ! what's all this /” 

Well indeed might he ask. Unobserved by the love absorbed 
couple the treacherous tide had crept up slowlyaroundthem. One 
hurried glance convinced them that they were hemmed in on all 
sides, that in a few short minutes the ground on which they stood 
would be submerged. si : 

With one wild shriek the fair girl threw herself into her lover's 
arms. ‘Oh, save me, save me, Ernest,” she sobbed. F 

But the heroic Ernest shook her roughly off. “Chuck it,” he 
snarled ungallantly, “don't maul me now, or you'll drown us both. 
It’s everyone for himself now, and 1 guess l'm off. Oh, what a 
mug I was not to have noticed it.” 

Another moment and he was wading in the direction of a spot 
that seemed to promise possible escape up the cliff. His companion 
followed, screaming inher terror. The waters swirled lv 
around them. “Carry me, Ernest,” she implored. “I couldn't 
lift you,” he rejoined brutally. “Only hold my hand,” she pleaded. 
“Can't stop,” is calied back ; “it serves you right, It's your fault 
we were caught at all.” The water deepens. She shrinks 
affrighted against the clift’s side, The next minute Ernest gains 
the patk and scrambles up into safety. A shout falls on her ears. 
She looks ; oh, joy,a boat is being rowed swiftly to her aid. A few 
minutes Lene! she is assisted in, wet and terrified, by the ine 

oung sculler, 
, That night when Ernest met her at the station, she cut him dead 
as Julius Cesar, She Icaned upon the arm of her rescuer, They 
both looked supremely happy. You can guess the rest, 
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A NOVEL BRIDAL DRESS. 


“What say, Alzy ?—marry you at once? Don't talk nonsense! 
How can I do it in this costume?” 


THE OUTCAST CAT. 


(A PLKA For Pussy.) 
(Suggested by the thoughtlessness of certain holiday-making householders.) 


“Mrow! Meow! Meow!” 
In accents fevble and flat, 
On the summer air 
Came a carol of care— 
It came from an Outcast Cat! 
With a worried look on its 


brow, 

With whiskers adroop it sat ; 
And cried in a tone 
Like a morbid moan : 

“O, Lam an Outcast Cat!” 


“ Meow ! Meow! Meow!” 
(Grimalkin exclaimed aguin), 
“O! ‘tis no joke 
That holiday folk 
Should cause Poor Puss such 


y 
n 
For often, you'll allow 
In the country they cut it fat; 
Arranging no plan 


TO HOLIDAY MAKERS 
PITY Te OuTcAsT 
CAT 
(As they easily can) 


For the care of the Good Old Cat!” 
———_+e —__—_—_ 


COMPANY PROMOTERS. 


THE brothers Ottanstrong were on their last legs. Commons 

id been bly short for some weeks: unless something, 
Micawber-like, turned up, they would have seriously to turn their 
thoughts to the autumn hopping campaign in Kent. William 
scratched his head lugubriously, and remarked : 

“There's one last resource, George. I can sing ‘The Miner's 
Dream of Home’ pretty fairly, an’ you can chirp ‘She was a dear 
little dickey-bird.’ Let's black-up, ‘ook it down to Yarmouth, an’ 
see if we can't pick up a copper on the sands.” . 

“William,” said George, severely, “you're a fool! One thing yet 
remains out of which we can make a fortune. Have you forgutten 
that two years ago I went with . land-agents’ excursion to 
Creepville-on-Crouch, and bought a ground plot there?" 

“Oh, lor, don’t mention it! A barren waste of a place—a 
rubbish heap for old scrap-iron—a stinkin’ pond—a few dyin’ 
apple trees, and a decayed cow-shed! Why, you're barmy!” 

“Am 1?” hissed his brother, like a contemptuous rattlesnake, 
“am I? Then don't you come into the speculation. Wait till 

ou see the he, se Gigantic Flotation! The Trouville of 
wa ! tinong without crossing the Channel!!! Ha, 
ha! The ‘barren waste.’ as you call it, will appear as ‘the un- 
equalled site fora gigautic International Exhibition on hitherto 
unattem lines,’ with—this is your ‘rubbish heap for old scrap- 
iron'—‘the material already on the Innd for the erection of a 
Tower twice the size of Mons, Eiffel’s lop-sided si post ;’ the 
‘stinkin’ pond’ in which you see no possibilities will be ‘the lake 


asi of mugs as this, go and sing on the sands, it’s all you're good 


—— 


THE DIRECT MILK SUPPLY ASSOCIATION. 


Fair Opevator, A penny a glass—and it doesn’t take long. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 1, 1896 
SHE'D HAD EXPERIENCE. 
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©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to reccive THE VILLAGE BAKER. 
photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


“ DEAREST OF L1ZZ1E8,—!% has been rin. 
ing cats and dogs here the last few deve aa 
there's nothing to do but look out of the 
E window. There's a chappie opposite, with 
bak Fay EL shell ahleey. pretty. sommdel—thicl term eT ete cites eemiene U have 

h , Base . ever seen. ute short moustaches ; 
xt} On Sel pets haawifly. ——— pightsh,” said he, as he got into the dough-trough. uke 0, don’t they! Always posi ey 
SV ELYN,” : 


SHAKESPEARE ADULTERATED 


No. 454.—MbDiuE. L. M. NELIDOVA. 
“My ev'ry thought, my ev'ry dream of thee.” 


—The Dook Snook. 
“ For I can know no happiness without her.” ta 
= soe ee ititow ‘warmah: 6 Sel ,Andetnotpe « Ts this ‘ Unsweetened’ which I see berure me, 
“Fly with me, denr one, on the wings of love.” whish is the top endah of thesh b eee cm ist Meee amps ee ee 
—The Hon. Billy. _bed-clothesh?” been a-trying to make hisself into a dough-nut.” TE SLorEe,” « Tragedy ; Act 1, Scene’. 
DECEPTIVE. FIE! FIEt THE USUAL FALL 


zn LOK 
\ OSS sleds 


| ea Qe 
yy a’ = 
/ LS 4 ~ Ay x 


or eV p Zid : 
i) ‘| UN es 53 
1 3hy. 4, a, Y Le y 
Leff 5, } 
Yi WW /Yn YY ¢ 
«Oman YP eof A \ d 
: ui x: . 240 
His Cousin, It does seem absurd, when thinks of it, t 
showing such a lot of Tithe Pact » Ae nee ener ot 7eet see 


He (indignantly). Well, if it comes to that, it’s equilly cur: 
eztibiling each aba of ihocking, ee ee ly ee tome a eet some 


THE ELDER’S MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Lady Sweetbriar. 1 was tuld you fell out. ! 
ho xe did not hurt yourself much. 
vekey. Not much, your Ladyship—merely 4 
love affair, you know. 


e SE A 
‘ “ \e/ 7 a J 
Mow ut ec, a rx 


eel 
®: 
“ There’ unco’ sight,” said the Laird; “a gross ont on all sense o’ (2) Then the Elder had an awfu’, awfu’ 3) And McSwi de: h, and 
gees an’ meoealieg: Coolness and fresh air, indeed! Aw’'ll jot clap they twa forty dream that he was walking the red-hot fine to rosy tly a yah . sional poehel yaa ted hiw 
hotse-power mustard plasters on the soles o' the degraded brute’s feet. floor o'—weel, it wasna’ heaven, up and down in a wild manner all over his ain coo pasture, 


(4 
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the “Urbro aq Melody. 


Quoth Captain Trott, in wondrous glee, “ It was a famous victory $ 
forsooth, Unbroxen would be more the truth :—Alas, poor duntie! Here's the way In which she s 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
” :—A very festive sort of dance, They led 
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Sh 1 ~ .4or. Hae [vi ~ e 
jootines fo Gh be a's 


STuoy 


poor old Li Hung in France :—The Broken Melody, 
t Bank Holiday :—Some perfect ducks of hats, I hear, The old 


chap turns out ev'ry year :—Right firm their hands and true their eyes, These marksmen who dispute the Prize:—A splendid subject would be Mac, When on the 


. 
2%, 
— 


Lady Novelist (in search of local colour). Coast 
Guard, now, does a skipper ever say “ Dash my 
buttons”? 

Coast Guard, Well, mies, 1 never ‘eard ‘un; he 
mostly says “ D—n yer eyes.” 


THIS TIP GIVEN GRATIS. 
Bod. Will youmarry me? 
Flo, Yes, 
Bod (as he presses his Baby bell). Here's the ring. 


razzle-dazzle tack_—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SHE WOULDN'T RISK IT. 


“I'm afraid it’s deep, Jessie!” “Oh, not above your waist.” “Well, that’s quite 
enough to spoil my costume.” 


Iwest Pea (to Sunflower). You shut up! I'm oot 
going to be sat upon by you! 


A CUP OF LOVE. 
Old Girl. Now then, Ada, wot er yer doin’ with 
that there tramp? 
[Stupid old onl! it was Lord Spooney, and it 
might have led up to something, tuo, if 
she had only kept guict, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


_ BANK Holiday again! The last of that ilk that we shall get this 
side of Christmas. Gird up your loins, then, ye festive holiday- 
makers, and if you are 
bent on making a day of 
it, it behoves you to cram 
enough enjoyment into 
the twenty-four hours to 
last you till Yuletide. 
. Away, ye cyclists, into the 
country's lanes ; 
7 off, ye brothers of the oar 
or angle, to the river's 
restful reaches; down 
you go, ye lovers of the 
Rea, to your favourite 
watering-place, and from 
its breezy beach come 
back like lions refreshed. 
Enjoy yourselvea one and 
all in your own sweet 
way, and bless St. Lub- 
bock, who has provided 
you with the opportunity, 


s 

Dr. WHITTLE, the well- 
known Brighton doctor, 
is uw great believer in 
sports for himself as well 
as for hia patients. He 
somehow finds time, while 
conducting 2 huge pric- 
tice, to bike, play billiards 
and lawn tennis, and 
swim off the pier. He 
manages also to extract sweet sounds from the ocarina and violon- 
cello, It's only fair to say that up to now he doesn't play on both 
instruments at the same time. The Doctor's favourite air on the 
ocky is “ Whittle and 1 11 come to ye, my lad.” 

ss 
s 

THE Fast-Foundering Wreck has this day conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon GENERAL JACKSON, because he's an advanced 
advance representative, “ Ker-ect, feyther,” chirrupped the owner 
of the Cerulean Peepers; “Jackson, otherwise ‘The Early Bird,’ 
is the emartest theatrical advance agent on the road, and it’s the 
early bird, you know, Old °Un, that ketches the——” It was not 
an ornithological specimen, however, that caught Alexandry at 
this stage of the proceedings, but a massive pewter inkstand, and 
the bump it raised would have rivalled the very largest cooking 
apple in the market. ae 

s 


IT is alwaysa plescnre to heable to chronicle a theatrical success, 
and of that obtained by the new Gaiety production, My Girl, there 
is) no question, 

True. it is adepar- : 
ture from the lines 
upon which so 
many previous 
pieces have been 
run, but this is 
a distinct advan- 
tage. There is a 
decided story hera 
—a coherency of 
plot that is quite 
refreshing after 
the inconsequent 
wad around 
which the ma- 
jority of our 
‘musical come- 
dies” are woven. 
My Girl, with its 
interesting story, 
its witty lines, 
tuneful music, 
charmin; songs 
and delightful 
dances, will capti- 
vate the town. 


= 
A WIRE to hand 
just as we were 
going to press, informed us that the Eminent was suffering from a 
thirst like a Soudan camel, In other respects he was much the 
same as usual, ee 
a 


. REALLY, in its search for sensations, the Aquarium has been 
giving us some very questionable fare. First the public is invited 
to witness what looked like a certainty of seeing a young 
woman break her neck; then the edifying spectacle of a man 
hanging by the neck for several days, with all the gruesome 
surroundings of an Repak gallows, is put before us. Parisians, it 
is true, went in their thousands to gaze upon the horrible sight : 
we fancy, most Londoners, have more sense of decency. 


s 
THE gentleman who kindly forwarded a pair of moth-eaten 
bathing drawers to Mrs. Sloper the other day, with the suggestion 
that she might like to make them intu pirate’s caps for the twins, 
had better not call at “The Sloperies.’ The statf to a man is 
eoger for the fray. *.¢ 


THR Bedford is always sure of a good audience, and the audience 
is always sure of a good programme. The snug little house in 
Camden High Street, over whose des- 
tinies ALLY'S pal, Mr. Tom Maltby, so 
ably presides, is a big favourite with 
most dwellers in the vicinity; and, 
really, there is no for them to go 
further abroad in search of variety 
entertainment. When we looked in 
there the other night Flo Dalton was 
dancing very prettily. F.V. St. Clair's 
topical ditties appeared much to the 
taste of the spanner as did the three 
capital songs of Alf Chester, who is 
this week the subject of our sketch. 
The Marriott Combination, in the little 
musical drama, Mazey's Muncy, proved 
really excellent, and moved the spec- 
tators to t enthusiasm. Altogether 
a splendi all-round show, Mr. altby, 


e 
THE Sloper Warrant has just been 
resented Mr. Alexander Walker, 
airdresser, of 33 Oozell’s Street North, 
Birmingham, that gentleman being 
thereby appointed Crantum Decorator 
to A. SLOPER. Mr. Walker ischairman 
of the Birmingham Hairdressers - 
tection Association, and has fought 
like Mile for their Sa to open 
on Sundays. The F.O.M., for one, 
couldn't do without his Sunday lather. 


a 
= A veERY old lady friend of Mrs, 
whose early education was somewhat neglected, persists 
king of the Hon. Cecil Rhodes as the Zon. meee Rolle, 
LY truthfully says, the old gal gives the entire bally show 


Sloper, 
in 8 
As 

away. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


SIGNOR SLOPERINI 18 MORE GOUGHT APTER THAN EVER, AND 
GIRLS OF ALL SHAPES AND BIZES ARE CLAMOURING FOB 


LESSOXS, 


} 


No. 13.—Flossie Wagstaffe, doing the “Tambo- Jerk.” “A 
demned minty tlavour about the whole thing,” says the Signor. 
ean See 


AND SHE DID. 

“On! my dear, I’ve had such an adventure,” said pretty Flossie 
Fluffera, breathlessly, as she threw herself down on the beach 
beneath the grateful shade of her friend's parasol. 

“T thought you'd been bathing, love.” 

“So I have, dear,” was the answer, “and that’s just how it 
came about. The moment I stepped into the water I became aware 
that that dark, middle-aged ——, who stared at me so on 
the pier last night, was watching me from the shore. You know I 
look rather well in my costume, 0 I didn’t mind very much until 
he suddenly took out one of those hand cameras and photographed 
me pa as I stood.” 

“ How shocking!” 

“Yes, but that’s not all. After I enme out he had the impudence 
to address me, and what do you think he wanted?” 

“To sell you the photo?” 

“No, love. It seems he’s the manager of a big theatre of varie- 
ties, and he’s hott = recruits for Living Pictures, He says I’m 
just the thing for ‘ Venus Rising from the Foam,’ and offers £10 
a week and a six months’ engagement. He's given me till to-night 
to decide, and do you know, dear, I've almost made up my mind 
to give up the ribbon counter and join the profession.” 

ee 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 

No. 3—No SCOPE FOR RONTGEN. 
WHEN Rontgen gave himself seven days’ space 
To be spent at an Engi watering-place, 

A strange machine with his “traps” there came— 
What need to name you its nature or name? 

“On the shores of Britannia's isle,” quoth he, 
“My Rays will much knowledge impart to me!” 
When Rontgen’s holiday trip was o'er 

Lo! his clerklet waited at Rontgen's door. 

And the clerklet murmured, “I yearn to write 


What wonders {ome rays have disclosed to sight.” 
Then Renta aig ee strange machine, 
Sore battered his clerklet therewith, I ween ! 


“Gadzookye, sir! I will kill ye dead, 
If another word on that theme be said ! 
For the noteworthy things that mine os have seen, 
The dirt on the towels in bathing machine— 
he tide-left islets, some six feet through, 
Which the ‘sea-view residence’ yields to view— 
The deep-laid schemes, in the boarding house, 
Of the ‘ poor dear rr * that grabs no mouse— 
The creepers nocturnal on bedroom wall :)}— 
These things were £0 visible, one and all, 
To my naked eye on the British coast, 
That (although of my Rays I may elsewhere boast) 
I must own that I, Réntgen, naught new can trace 
With those Rays at an nglish watering-place!” 
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OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
CoxpucTeD By Lapy Dowpy. 


——_= 


JouRNALIST.—It was, indeed, very rude of the Daily News to 
make such personal observations about our reception, We a;. 
the cleverest women in England, and surely it isu't his busines. 
whether we wear short frocks or long ones, ween Ourselves 
1 believe he is jealous because the hess has never invite 
him. Tuft hunt ae ieee ! The sooner the editor of the Dui, 
News introduces a lady’s corner to his out-of-date old paper, ani 
has two or three talented women journalists at the o} every 
day to show him how things ought to be conducted, the bette: 
for him, his manners, and his paper. 

EXxPecTANT.—A Blue Wedding is a most charming function, an 
ounce you have got the bridezroom it ia little or no trouble 1, 

rovide. The bride should be attired in Rickett's Blue, th. 

ridesmaids must wear les bas bleu. 1f you keep the clergyniin 
waiting long enough, both he and the bridegroom will look blw., 
At the breakfast everything except the conversation should }. 
tinted with the favourite colour, and blue-mange should },. 
plentifully en evidence ; and if you have a yellow going-away dress, 
the etfect of the blue rice upon it is perfectly lovely and very chic. 

A NEW WIFE.— Different men require different management. |r 
is perfectly true that mer all require keeping in their places, but 
as the old saying has it, there are more ways than one of killing 4 
cat. Let me know what kind of man he is, and I will endeavour 
to assist you. Perhaps you hit him too hard with the copper. 
stick? There are some men who might not iate such 
striking tokens of affection, Try the broomstick next time, 


there is more spring in it, and it hits softer, as it were 


—— 


FROM T'OTHER SIDE. 


“ Remember the watan, sah.” “ All right, Sambo, rely on me. 
I'll never forget you.” 
eee GG 


IN THE WORDS OF THE ACT. 

OF the hundred and one taxes the free and independant Britisher 
is called upon to “ weigh in” ig there's hardly one that rubs him 
up the wrong way as much as the income Tax. But, bad as it is, 
it becomes a hundredweight heavier to bear when the assessor for 

our district is a dunder-brained leather-headed idiot, such as we 

ve at Barley borough. 

That man would have worried old Saul worse than the locusts. 
Because old Bill Stunshamwick didn’t make his return quicker 
than the bite of a flea, blest if the assessor didn't stick 
him down tor twenty pounds more than even the landlord of 
Cow and Ciderpress was pulling the string for! And not satisfied 
with that, but blowed if he didn't want to tax Bill's pet ram'— 
a playful old cuss that had frolicked round Bill's cottage door since 
before the railway station was built. 

Bill couldn't stand that, and yet, being nothing of a lawyer, he 
didn't quite know how to set about un appeal. In his extremity 
he called in the assistance of the parson’s clerk, who tackled the 
Income Tax man like a good ‘un. 4 

“Just have the goodness,” said he, “to specify the section, 
chapter, and verse of the Act under which you make this chasce. 

“T'll deuced soon do that |” cried the assessor, in a superior sort 
of way, “here you are—extract—‘all property boundin’ and 
abuttin’ on the public street, road or place. ‘ye suppose I've 
been a resident here for sixteen months without a-noticin’ that 
bloomin’ old ram a-boundia’ an’ a-buttin’ respectable peuple all 
over the village street /’” 


THE FATES DECIDE. 


(1) “I wonder if a day's cycling would be 
more enjoyable than a walking tour ou 
Bank Holiday?” 


(2) He decides on the former, and hires a 
bicycle. 


(3) But when twenty miles from «n- 
where, his front wheel buckles, and he? 
forced to do the walking tour. 
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SENDING UP THE TERMS. 


Seaside Boarding-house Keeper. Yes, sir, wy ordinary terms to 
sin; fo gentlemen are 30s. a week. i 
respective Guest. I am a teetotaler. 

Seaside Boarding-house Keeper. That will be 22s, 6d., then. 

Prospective Guest. And I don't smoke. 

Seaside Boarding-house Keeper. 25a, 

Prospective Guest. And I ride the bicycle. 

Seaside Boarding-house Keeper. Well, evr, if it wasn't very slack 
with us this year I shouldn't care about taking you at all, but we'll 
say JUs, & Wi 


—— 


OH! 


“Ie that your smallest, Mr. Jenkins?" “Yes, in stock, sir; 
3 * smaller made order, ‘ 


sizes only to 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 
—~— 
CHAPTER Il. 


THE solitude of a lone Pacific isle near the equator has its 
advantages: it isan admirable place for laundry work, from the 
conveniences there are for rapid and effective drying, and one has 
only to rinse a suit of clothes in the nearest pool, don them, and 
whistle selections of popular music till they are dry. It isa rare 
day, indeed, that one could exhaust a couple of music-hall tunes 
ere these clothes would be as dry 
asabone. Mr. J. Babbleton Thom- 
son had only whistled three tunes 
when his trousers and shirt were as 
dry as an empty beer jug. Mrs. 
Bryson’s wraps were scarcely quite 
sodry. She did not whistle music- 
hall tunes ; discou them 
as a rule. and perhaps this was the 
reason there was stil an evidence 
of dampness about the petticoats 
which formed her inadequate cover- 
ing, and contributed to the sour- 
ness with which she regarded her 
solitary fellow hutnan being and his 
indulgence in light and frivolous 
music, 

Mrs. Bryson looked severely at 
her companion. It wasa look that 
in former times would have frozen 

is marrow, and would have caused 
the ribald strains of “Our Back 
Yard” to have died on his lips. But it was a look that lacked 
eomething of its former majesty. There is much in a tastefully- 
made, if severely plain, lace cap; a well-fitting false front, and a 
nicely-fashioned black dress, Mrs. Bryson usually wore these. 
They were gone, and with them had awe the majesty which 
had hitherto surrounded his mother-in-law in the eyes of John 
Babbleton Thomson. 

So J. B. Thomson serenely whistled on in defiance of Mrs. 
Bryson's freezing look. 

“Mister Thomson,” said Mrs. Bryson, “cease to whistle those 
disgraceful tunes.” 

“They are not pon Mgnt tunes,” Mr. Thomson replied, in a 
brief pause, ere he glided into a musical intimation that it was his 
delight on a Saturday night to visit Maggie Murphy's home. 

ir ani disgraceful tunes—when you ought to be thankful for 
many things.” 

“Tam thankful,” said John B. Thomson. 

“I can’t have my Nog p harassed just when I have been saved 
from a watery grave,” Mrs. Bryson. 

“That's not one of the things I have to be thankful for,” 
murmured John, with a far-away expression. 

“You are a brute, Mr. Thomson,” said Mrs. Bryson. “An 
ungrateful brute!” 

“You've mentioned that before, several times,” said John B. 
Thomson, with a somewhat unconvinced expression. 

“Here am I, left on a desert island, where I would have never 

u had it not been for vou, John B. Thomson.” 
“T certainly did not ask you to come,” said John B. Thomson. 


“No; but you know why I came. It was because you came,” 
sobbed Mrs. Bryson. 

“Much Soh i but I have gone toa lot of places without your 
company,” said the heartless John B. Thomson. 

“I know you have. You're a brute, John B. Thomson.” 

“You said that before.” 

“You go to 


the Empire, 
and the Frivo- 
lity, and the 
Al ambra——" 
“You've got 
the list, I see.” 
“You go to 
the Palace 
Theatre ; you 
luok at living 
}icturee——"” 
.,"L had no 
idea you knew 
®) much about 
these things.” 
* And you came here!" continued Mrs. Bryson, heedless of tho 
has 


interru ition, 
“ And you came with me ; and the shi ne without me!" 
.. And I am an abandoned woman,” sobbed Mrs. ia a 
ren you're not so bad as that!” said John B. Thomson, 
ingly. 


800th 
. You are a brute!" said Bryson, once more. 
admit it once for all—I am; and—by Jove! there's living 
Pictures, and no mistake!" 
b Mrs. Bryson took one glance in the direction he indicated, and 
uried her face in her hands. 
Seven savages stood a couple of hundred yards away in very airy 


- Costumes, 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


—— fa 


Port ELIzaBeTH, SOUTH AFRICA June S0rh, 1896. 
Dear OLD FRIEND,—The first half of this eventful year for 
South Africa has passed away, and the second is as big with sur- 
prises as the first. ~ wily ge Paul — ‘Seo 
e ; the lormers 
y and eet trea: the of 


ollanders wd pretty ¥ ‘ab 
been squeezed t of 
Boonlagles has atill to face the music, which I Stes Gut Wea 
do in a manner w Peasy 
‘un 


am 

her 

oa lente Hi 
samong your wi 

hae of your 


ASCLIPIADES AFRICAXUS. 
s aenanENIEIA Acme 


A BIT OF A ROLFE BOLDREWOOD. 
THE insecurity of the pedestrian who, from 
to traverse 


category. Reports, 
of holdings-up, scorchi: and “ 
over,” with their usual embellishinents “¥ aa 


urderous- aff: of » mitrailleuse 
conan hy barged Marmot prog Maeda at 


colonists in a new country 


fore. Moon or no moon, lamps light or lamps out, 
he strode along the lonely thoroughfare from Piccadilh 
Islington, never turned a hai 


ridge Circus, a fellow, running in a right 
see direction, cannoned against him. With the force of the 
collision both went down, but were soon uP when the st r was 
80 profuse in his apologies and so overwhelmingly polite that our 
hero felt positive it was purely an accident. So each went his way. 
But not far on our hero. No; hardly had he gone a dozen 
than, to make assurance doubly sure, he felt for his ticker. Great 
Fowler! it had gone, 

To turn back and sprint up the Charing Cross Road after the 
miscreant was the work of a few 8, Overtaking the fellow 
outside the candied peel factory, he first dealt him a whoppin 
blow with the butt of the pistol, grabbed him by the collar, | 
eraser the fieaming barrel—(he'd scoured it with sweet oil and 

Won't Wash Monkey’s)—at his pale temple. 

“That watch, or I pull the ag wail he demanded. 

“ For heaven's sake don't fire | orig boy the watch,” the fellow 
pee, handed over the ticker, and, being released, fled as though 

ucifer had been behind him. 

Our hero's face was beaming with conscious pride when his wife 
let him in. Being hungry he inwardly decided to enjoy his cold 
fried tripe first, and tell her of his wonderiul adventure afterwards. 
But, as it happened, she spoke first. 

# bill,” she enid, inserting her right thumb and forefinger into 
the bosom of her cotton Garibaldi, * you left your watch at home 
on the bedroom mantelpiece this morning ; havn't you missed it?” 

The cold beads of perspiration ran down William's forehead and 
diluted the cold stew ; and in less than twenty minutes he was 
giving himself up to the police at Upper Street on his own con- 
fession of robbing and threatening the life of a person unknown, 


eee 


OH, YOU GIRLS! 


Bessie, 1 haven't seen you for such a long time, dear ; you've 
quite changed. And how's Edwin, your fiancé? 
Cissie. Oh, he's quite changed, too. His name's Harry, now. 


eee 


GORTALINNY tersus MANTILINI. 
(A Nocel-reader's ee’ on the iatest system uf Decimal 


THE latest coinage scheme displays 
What different views are held 

By Gortalinny of modern days 

The baltpeuny tA/tiet on ai 
e ony’s fisti is not 
By G. ig i coalvaned H 

Quoth M., informed precisely what 

Amount of trust he'd shrew: ly got, 
“The halfpenny be demd !’ 


TIT FOR TAT. 
Hub, Oh! dear, 1 wish 1 could get huld of some good cakes like 
mother used to make for me, 
Wifie. And I wish I could get some good clothes like father used 
to buy for me. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


*"MERICAN Nellie’s “Sorrows of Satin": Having none! 
Why is the letter 8 like long experience ?— Because it makes age 
8a, 


asp why is the letter 8 like twice fifty ?—Because it makes ten 
ns, 


PARLIAMENTARY Mem.—The real G.O.M.: Sir George Osborne 
Morgan, 


te! 
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A MOTHER OF ONE. 


“ Don't go so far, «ny love, until you know how tu swim,” 
ee 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS Ov KUIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR TWENTY-FOAR. 

I ‘aD not bean menny minnits in the kumpenny ov mi kavver- 
leer than i sor that he wos of ae a difrunt stamp tu mi uther 
mashis—Adolfus and Alfrid. The formur ‘ad wun mi untryd and 
aay afeckshuns, and krool fait ‘ad niped our dorning luv dreein 

n the budd. The latter ‘ad hartlesli trifuld with mi machoucr 
pashun, but heer at larst i felt wos wun in house keapin i kuood 
saifly plaice mi seerd and trusting hart. 

I kood sea in a minit that mi kompanyun wos a persun of 
deestinkshun, His hole tone and are bispoak the perleck gent, 
and his konversashun wos as poilished and ellvgant as a merhog- 
gany dinner table. It wos quite repleet with klassickul alushuns, 
wich bein, as i wunce staited, that way inclined miself, wos a 

lesur tu lisun tu arftur the vulger chater tu wich i ‘ad tu long 

nm akustumed. “Elizabeth Miffins,” i sed, “this is yoar tru 

speer. In interleckshul kompanyunship like the presunt yu kan 
revel with delite.” 

How swiftli flu the goldun minnits as we slowli paisd the peer 
in the barmy evenin's brese. Befoar we partid he told me that his 
name wos Sirrul—Mr. Sirrul Wilkins. Wilkins i du not kair fuar 
mutch, but Sirrul is eweetli pritty and romantick. 

Foar wun hole weak i soar no moar of mi divennyti, and how i 
pined in mi dreery eollychewd no wun nore, Sirrul, however, had 
told me thair wos no feer of his bein rekorld tu town, so that i had 
no misgivins on that skor, and arftur anuther fite with mi mystris 
i got mi seckund evenin out. 

Mi luver, four sutch i ‘ad orlreddy kum tu regard him, wos waitin 
ickspecktently foar mi apperunce, and arftur a fu werds of afeck- 
shunit greetin and a keuee of strorberry isis, we maid our wai 
lessurly tu the peer. Just befoar we reeched the end we herd the 
vois of wun of the boteman shoutin “ Enny moar foora sale? This 
wai foar the munelite trip.” Anuther wun kum up tu Sirrul, and 
touchin his kap moast respeckful, sez, “Nise munclite sale, sir / 
Just startin now. Wun shilin each.” 

Mi kompanyun wos about tu refuse, but i kort him egerly by the 
arm. “Oh! du taik me,” i pleaded. “I du so luv the worter.” 

“Thair yu are, sir,” the boteman, “the yung ledy wants tu 
go ; yu karnt refuse her.” : 

“ Ain't it a triful ruf?" sed Sirrul. 

“Ruf, sir? Lor no; only a nise fresh brese, that’s orl,” sed the 


In a fu seckunds we wos boath seatid in the yot, wair a lot moar 
peepul wos orlreddy kongrygaited. Thair wos a pulin of roaps 
and hoistin of sales, and then out we glided on our romantick 
voyge on the munelit see. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


ANOTHER ONE TO KEEP. 
Jones. I've had a fresh addition to my family since I saw you 


Brown. You don't say 80! Boy or girl? 
Jones, Son-in-law, 
—<——— 
HOW'S THIS? 
“ A FRIEND in need is a friend indeed, 
That certainly seems funny ; 
For instance, how can a friend in need 
Advance a fellow money?” 
SEEN acaemieeeemeeem 
THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


No. 20.—OrnDER OF THE GARTER, FREE Pass TO MARL- 


BOROUGH HOUSE AND A CIGAR PRESENTED BY JI... 
THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


The Order of the Garter was presented to A. SLOPER by Ilis 
Royal Highness the Prince of Wales at a Virginian Water picnic 
(the Eminent being an honoured guest) for his prowess in a 
punting match, in which, in the excitement of the race, he used 
rather strong lang when his prponents (the Dukes of York 
and Cambridge) would have fouled him. The free pass to Marl- 
borough House is  prnien on fine satin, and bears the autograph 
signature of H.R.H. A. SLOPER is not an early riser, and cunse- 
quently has not yet had an opportunity of making use of it: but 
when he can accustom himeelf to the habits of the lark he hopes 
to spend a nice long day with the Prince, The cigar isa fat 
Britisher ; H.R.H. being desirous of emnoaraning ome industries, 
A. SLOPER intends some day having a pull at it. He cautiously 
once set Alexandry on to worry it. He is a strong lad, but he had 
to be put to bed afterwards. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE “F.O8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 440.—Mr. ABE GARRETT, F.O.S. 


“ But little preface is surely necessary in introduc- 
ing the present portrait to the notice of our readers. 
Like A. SLOPER, our hero is quite a“ public * man 
—mine host, in fact, of the Coppers’ Armes. Golden 
Lane, Old Street. and boss of the St. Mary's Charter- 
house Club and Institute. But it is not solely upon 
that account that he founds his claims to notice. 
Asa comedian of merry humour he is well-known 
tu friends and patrons, whilst as the genial chair- 
man of smoking concerts innumer»ble he is in his 
element. Chiefly because he makes a cheerful 
chairman he was created F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’. presented to him June 20th, 1896.” 
—Debrett Improved, 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


WHERE TO SPEND BANK HOLIDAY—EASTBOURNE 


“Some of my most delightful memories are of Fathom 
os y. 


“ And you don't go there again without me, you pene se E 
—Ure. Ss. 


No. 20.—THE ELDER McNaB. 


AGED 18.—The Elder comes of a warlike race. 
His ancestors did daring deeds at Preston Pans 
and Culloden, spitting the English on their clay- 
mores like larks, The above is from the painting 
by James McBrown, depicting young McNab 

roclaiming that he is of that ilk, and also that 
he stands upon his native heath. 


Last Montu.—McNab takes to his whicky as 
kindly as doss the Eminent to“Unsw cetened,” or 
the new-born babe to Nature's fonts. He retains 
the family warlikeness. We reproduce a snap- 
shot of him. taken in his hour of triumph after 
coming to an understanding with the Laird, 
whose legs muy be observed in the mid-distance. 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camden 


Last WEEK.—With the pipes he is a perfect 
marvel, and Macphairson Clonglocketty Angus 
McClan would have found in him a formidable 
rival. Here we have him as he appeared at a 
gathering of the Clans on the Browside. A. 
SLOPER could back him to produce a stomach- 
ache quicker than the sourest apple. 


Last SuNDAY.—He is a constant attendant 
at the Kirk, and his zeal in upholding the 
dignity of the sume is euch that he has more 
than once felt it his duty as an Elder, when 
his theological views have differed from those 
laid down by the Meenister, to beard that 
gentleman in the pulpit. 


(Saturday, August 1, 1698, 


A LIBEL ON THE FORCE. 


“But there, it’s just as 1 egspected! I allus said that gal ‘ud come 
to a bad end ; and now she’s acshully been an’ gone an’——"" “Tut, 
tut, tut! Deary me! you don't mean to say she's——" “ Married 
a pleeseman!” 


COMBINING BUSINESS WITH 
PLEASURE. 


THIS ‘ORRID ‘EAT! 


“ Phew! if this on much longer, I 


shall sit in the refrigerator all day long 
and have a telephone laid on to the Showing how Kitty Crumpet made her fort- 
Spotted Cow. night at the sea remunerative. 

IT WAS A TOUGH ‘UN! 


(1) “ Youalways make a bird go further than (2) “Great Scott! you're quite right 
anyone, George.” madam |” 


TOO RIDICULOUS FOR ANYTHING. 


“ My dear girl, you loge half the pleasure in not taking your bath before breakfast.” “ Beforo 
breakfast /” What a dracatil idea! Why, there's absolutely no one about at all then!” 


Presse, 110 High Street, N.W., and mbites the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.C.—Saturday, August 1. 1896. 
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